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The  Three  Weird  Sisters  Revisited 


Double  bubble,  toil  and  trouble, 
Vacuum  up  the  dusty  rubble, 
Hammer,  crowbar,  saw,  and  bevel, 
Drill,  sandpaper,  file,  and  level, 
Strip  and  paint,  tear  and  mend, 
Sweep  and  mop,  knit  and  rend. 
Block  and  tackle,  pry  and  spackle, 
Aim  and  load  and  hit  a grackle. 
Mow  and  sow,  reap  and  keep, 

Play  the  field  or  go  to  sleep. 

Round  the  bases,  round  the  turn, 
Round  the  lightpole,  live  and  learn. 
Garble,  garble,  vacillate, 

Visit  and  reciprocate, 

Defrost,  dust,  chop,  puree, 

Clean  and  cut,  then  souffle. 

Roast  and  broil,  glue  and  oil, 

Mix  and  whip  and  place  in  foil. 

Gut,  debone,  fluff  and  scour, 

Eat,  then  swim  after  one  hour. 


— Christine  Wahlgren 


Untitled 

— Dee  Sattler 
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I Slept  With  Money 


I slept  with  money  and  got  pregnant 
One  hundred  thousand  bills 
surrounded  me  in  bed 
like  so  many  sperm 
government  backed 
anxious 

to  angle  influence 
in  my  damp  vault 
save  themselves  from  dry  death 
in  natural  light 
My  sweating  skin 
soaked  in  green  print  rubbing 
rubbing  nakedness  with  presidents 
and  forefathers  whose  tongues 
I actually  felt 
Between  sheets 
they  brought  the  power 
of  history  home 
Soon  I will  give  birth 
to  new  ideas 

investment  opportunities 
that  will  spit 
choke 
crawl 
walk 
right 

into  the  next  bed 


— Richard  Oberbruner 


The  Christmas  Doll 


I still  remember  the  doll  I received  from 
Santa  Claus  in  1955  when  I was  nine  years 
old.  I named  her  Juliana.  She  was  about 
17”  tall  and  slender  - a doll  you  could  dress 
up.  She  came  with  a red  shiny  travel  trunk. 

It  had  hangers  in  it  for  her  dresses,  drawers 
for  her  shoes  and  accessories,  and  a place 
for  Juliana  to  stand.  Every  occasion  after 
that  Christmas,  my  presents  were  clothes 
for  Juliana.  I told  my  friends  that  I was  the 
luckiest  little  girl  to  have  my  Juliana.  There 
wasn’t  a day  that  went  by  that  I didn’t  play 
with  her,  dressing  her  and  tidying  up  her 
things  just  so.  When  I was  finished,  I would 
carefully  place  her  in  the  trunk,  close  it,  and 
put  it  in  the  back  of  the  closet  I shared  with 
my  two  little  sisters. 

There  were  four  of  us  by  the  time  I 
reached  high  school  in  1959;  a little  brother 
was  the  newest  addition.  It  was  getting 
crowded  in  our  house.  There  were  only  two 
bedrooms  and  one  bathroom,  but  we  didn’t 
know  any  better.  Most  of  our  neighbors  were 
in  the  same  situation;  three  or  four  children 
and  the  exact  same  house,  bought  right  after 
the  war.  My  father  used  to  say  they  were  the 
best  houses  around. 

“Mr.  Shekleton  built  a strong  house,  real 
plaster  and  real  brick  - built  to  last.” 

He  cringed  when  Mom  put  a hole  in  the 
wall  to  hang  another  picture. 

“This  is  a new  house,”  he  would  say, 
“you’re  ruining  it  with  all  these  holes.”  Mom 
would  tell  him  to  keep  quiet,  it  was  not  new 
anymore;  it  was  twelve  years  old  already.  I 
think  my  father  just  wanted  everything 
preserved;  I’m  like  that  too.  When  I have 


something  nice,  I like  to  keep  it  as  good  as 
new  because  I may  never  get  a chance  to 
have  that  particular  thing  again. 

My  doll  was  no  exception.  When  I dressed 
her,  everything  had  to  match;  her  shoes,  hat 
and  gloves  had  to  be  the  same  color  as  her 
outfit.  Everything  was  organized  and  in  its 
particular  place  inside  the  trunk.  But  now  I 
was  thirteen,  almost  fourteen,  and  in  high 
school.  I hadn’t  played  with  Juliana  for  over 


Playing  with  her  meant 
I was  still  a little  girl. 
Not  playing  with  her 
made  me  feel  bad. 


a year.  I knew  I was  neglecting  her,  but  I 
was  growing  up.  Playing  with  her  meant  I 
was  still  a little  girl.  Not  playing  with  her 
made  me  feel  bad.  Tomorrow,  I promised,  I’ll 
take  her  out  and  straighten  her  things  and 
dress  her  in  a real  fancy  outfit.  That’s  what  I 
kept  telling  myself,  but  I’d  be  on  the  phone 
too  long  or  busy  shopping.  I had  discovered 
the  stores. 

On  Christmas  Eve  of  1959,  Mom  was 
trying  to  get  us  all  to  bed  early.  I knew  she 
had  left  the  gift  wrapping  until  the  last 
minute  as  usual.  I offered  to  help,  but  she 
said  it  wouldn’t  be  right  if  I saw  any  of  the 
presents.  So,  off  to  bed.  I was  too  excited. 
Sleep  always  evaded  me  on  Christmas  Eve 
night,  then  I’d  get  a nose  bleed.  I stayed  in 
bed  as  long  as  I could  trying  not  to  swallow 

CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  5 
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The  Christmas  Doll 


the  blood  down  the  back  of  my  throat,  then  I 
sneaked  into  the  bathroom.  I couldn’t  help 
but  notice  the  front  room;  no  presents  yet. 
After  about  fifteen  minutes  taking  care  of  my 
nose  bleed,  I tiptoed  back  to  bed,  tossed  and 
turned  until  morning.  Funny  thing,  I never 
heard  Santa  or  anyone  put  the  presents  out, 
but,  sure  enough,  there  they  were.  Mounds 
of  gifts  for  all  of  us. 

It’s  ironic,  we  never  seemed  to  have 
enough  money  for  things  until  Christmas 
came.  That’s  when  my  father  got  a big  fat 
bonus  check.  The  ‘once  a year’  oil  bill  was 
due  in  January  and  he  paid  that  out  of  the 
bonus;  the  rest  was  for  Christmas.  It  took 
my  sisters,  brother,  and  myself  over  two 
hours  to  open  all  the  presents,  one  at  a 
time.  This  year,  Santa  gave  me  nylons, 
shoes  with  little  1-1/2”  heels  on  them, 

Taboo  perfume,  a soft  brushed  fur  skirt 
with  a sweater  to  match,  a new  coat,  four 


She  was  childhood  and 
memories.  She  even  smelt  like 
childhood;  that  sweet  plasticky 
doll  smell  of  the  50 ’s. 


new  45’s:  “Get  a Job,”  “Dream,”  “Sleep 
Walk,”  and  “Summer  Place.”  The  best  gift 
was  the  phonograph  to  play  my  new 
records  on.  They  were  all  so  grown  up.  I 
looked 

around;  there  were  no  more  presents  for 
me.  My  little  sister  said,  “I  don’t  see  any 


dollclothes.  I guess  that’s  cause  you’re  a 
teenager  now.”  When  she  said  that,  I felt 
so  alone,  like  I didn’t  belong  in  any  world 
anymore.  All  of  a sudden,  I didn’t  feel  so 
grown  up.  I wanted  to  be  a little  girl  and 
play  with  dolls. 

I started  to  cry.  My  mother  asked  what 
was  wrong,  “Why  are  you  crying?  Don’t  you 
like  your  new  things?” 

“Oh  yes,  they’re  perfect,”  I said  as  I ran  to 
my  bedroom.  I could  hear  the  giggles  and 
laughter  in  the  front  room  as  the  kids  played 
with  their  new  toys.  I was  digging  through 
my  closet  for  the  red  trunk.  There  it  was. 

Oh,  what  a beautiful  sight.  It  made  me  feel 
so  good,  like  coming  home  after  being  away 
for  too  long.  With  tears  streaming  down  my 
face,  I opened  the  trunk  and  there  she  was, 
my  Juliana.  I picked  her  up  out  of  the  trunk 
and  held  her  tight.  She  was  everything  I 
remembered  and  more.  She  was  childhood 
and  memories.  She  even  smelt  like 
childhood;  that  sweet  plasticky  doll  smell 
of  the  50’s.  The  dress  she  was  wearing  was 
rumpled  and  I straightened  it  out.  Sitting 
there  with  her  felt  so  right  and  I wanted 
both  worlds.  I wanted  to  be  grown  up  but  I 
couldn’t  play  with  dolls,  too.  So  I gave  her  a 
kiss  and  said  goodbye  until  next  time.  I told 
her  I had  some  records  to  play  and  some 
high  heels  to  try  on. 

— Danna  Durkin 


5 


Playboy 


Don’t  remember  the  last  magazine  I 
bought. 

Gorgeous,  surprising 

people  always  inside  them  though. 

Like  pop-up  stories. 

Don’t  remember  how  much  I 

paid  last 

time 

to  see  the  price 
of  beauty. 

And  you  come  up  to 

register  #1 

all  old  and  lonely 

and  ask  me, 

all  young  and  fulfilled, 

to  ring  up 

your  emptiness. 

$6.95  is 
the  price  to 
pay  for  your  lack  of 
humanity. 

And  the  old  pigeon 

hands  me  the  change  after 

diggin’  for  awhile  in  that 

deep,  big  ol’ 

pocket 

of  his  hopin’ 

for  the  perfect 

exact 

direct 

precise 

change  to  put 

in  my  little 

hot 

hand. 


He  grins  and 
I hope  to  God 
I don’t 
remind 

him  of  the  one  on  page 
twenty-three. 

I know  he 
thinks  that 
because  I,  too,  am 
grass-like  and 
fresh. 

And  he  walks  out  of  the  store 
strollin’  and  laughin’  to  himself 
like  he  just  pleaded  guilty 
to  a crime. 

I grimace  as 
he  strolls  out 
laughin’, 
because  I 
have  just  seen 
the  sad 
picture 
that  lust 
poses  for 

and  the  lack  of  humanity 

purchasable 

all  over  the  world. 

— Sarah  Task 
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Cafe  at  Morning,  Rouen 

— Robert  N.  Georgalas 


Return  of  the  Prodigal 


My  friend’s  coming  back. 

(I  thought  he  would.) 

The  job  he  coveted 
altered  his  status 
and  forced  him 
to  put  on  a cloak  of 
respectability 
he  did  not  find 
comfortable. 

He  made  it  a point 
to  retain  his 
“Sixties”  attitude 
long  after  others 
surrendered 
to  Common  Sense. 

He  drank  a lot 

but  wouldn’t  hurt  a fly. 

I often  wondered  why 
he  wasn’t  killed 
by  a jealous  boyfriend 
of  some  girl 

he  “came  on  to”  at  the  bar. 


Quick  to  back  off, 
he  was  like  a puppy 
who  couldn’t  stop  wagging 
his  tail 

in  spite  of  what 
he  had  just  done  wrong. 

He  gambled, 

went  on  unplanned  vacations, 
spent  money  foolishly, 
had  a dog, 
raised  Hell  instead 
of  children. 

Maybe  that’s  why 
I liked  him  so  much. 

He 

did  all  the  things 
I 

wanted  to  do. 

— Robert  L.  Gockman 
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My  Escape 


Untitled 


It’s  not  city  lights  I long  for 
Nor  gaudy  malls 
Nor  far-off  beaches 
Or  even  gala  balls. 

It’s  not  dinner  on  the  town 
Or  a shopping  spree, 

The  latest  show, 

No,  that’s  not  for  me. 

My  dream  escape  is  simply  time  alone 
At  home,  with  all  the  family  gone. 

Quiet  time  to  think 

Or  do  my  thing 

With  no  callers  at  my  door 

No  phone  to  ring 

Just  myself  to  answer  to, 

Doing  what  I really  want  to  do. 

No  little  hands  and  voices  pleading, 
Asking  questions,  calling,  needing. 

Let  me  be  selfish  for  a while 
To  cherish  solitude  and  silence 
Nourishing  a soul  exhausted 
By  all  the  daily  violence. 

So  don’t  invite  me  to  the  show 
If  you  really  want  to  please  me, 

Instead,  just  take  the  kids  and  go 
And  leave  me  home  — alone  — and  free. 

— Sharon  Kane 


It  requires  so  little  time  and  thought 
The  attendant  effort  is  modestly  more 
But  it  too  is  minuscule 
When  measured  against  blessings  gained. 

Like  a pebble  dropped  in  water, 

The  deed  ripples  outward 
Touching  all  it  meets 
Tenderly  according  worth 
And  nurturing  hearts. 

This  act  of  grace 
Synonymous  with  humanity 
Earnestly  beckons  each  of  us... 

To  be  kind. 

— Wayne  Atkinson 


A Chair  Newly  Placed 

A chair  newly  placed 

by  my  wife  in  the  bedroom  — 

bounds  redrawn,  not  gone. 

— Robert  N.  Georgalas 
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Untitled 

— Kelly  White 


Performance  Poets 


Dressed  in  boots  and  camouflage, 
shooting  an  empty  pistol  he  leaps 
over  tables,  over  chairs,  ranting 
about  Serbs,  apartheid,  faulty  pop-top  cans. 

The  teacher  mutters,  “Ambitious,” 
classmates  shuffle  papers, 
a woman  works  on  a hangnail. 

Swaggering  back  to  his  desk,  he  listens 
to  a girl  in  a drifting  black  dress 
whisper  her  “Ode  to  a Prairie  Flower.” 

The  teacher  murmurs,  “Lovely,” 
students  applaud. 

He  sneers,  gazes  out  the  window, 
secretly  admires  her  images. 

Next  day  he  pours  out  a love  lyric  — 
a longing  to  care  for  the  girl 
as  if  she  were  a philodendron  on  his  coffee  table. 
His  voice  cracks,  his  hand  reaches  toward  her. 
She  snickers. 

Laughter  spreads  like  a virus  through  the  room. 

Shoulders  hunched,  collar  up, 

he  muscles  the  departing  poets  aside, 

runs  home,  fills  his  notebook 

with  thoughts  from  a new  mine: 

how  her  pale  eyes  glint  hard  as  diamonds, 

her  laughter  sweeps  him  away. 

— Constance  Vogel 


Chicago 

Off  the  train  we  move, 
person  to  person 
recycling  gas-fumed  oxygen 
sharp  angry  honks 
screeching  tires 
whooshing  air  brakes. 
You  welcome  me,  Chicago 
wrap  your  arms  around 
so  tight 
I suffocate. 

— Patricia  Petros 
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Full  Circle 


There  can  be  no  wave  without  a wake. 
Where  would  the  wave  go  when  its 
work  was  done?  Would  there  be  only 
one  eternal  wave,  hanging  above  the  deep 
waters  below,  frozen  in  time  and  space? 
Would  the  hidden  life  dependent  on  the 
constant  movement  of  the  water  cease  to 
exist?  I imagine  looking  out  on  an  immobile 
ocean  and  suddenly  my  own  rhythmic 
breathing  seems  out  of  sync.  The  world 
seems  out  of  sync. 

Okay,  get  back  to  writing  in  the  chart. 
Where  was  I?  There’s  time  for  daydreaming 


I imagine  looking  out  on  an 
immobile  ocean  and 
suddenly  my  own  rhythmic 
breathing  seems  out  of  sync. 


later.  But  no  matter  how  hard  I try,  these 
matters  seep  into  my  head,  fill  my  eyes,  and 
try  to  creep  down  into  my  pen  until  my 
watchful  sentinel  slams  shut  the  gate,  foiling 
their  plans  for  the  next  hour.  I hope. 

Rising  from  my  chair  at  the  charting 
station,  I am  again  free  to  see  my  patients, 
my  friends,  in  their  true  state  as  1 visit 
them  in  their  rooms.  Some  well  meaning 
colleagues  stop  at  the  decaying  surface, 
halting  speech,  and  treacherous  memory. 
There  is  no  search  for  the  deep  currents  and 
hidden  mysteries  that  continue  the  rhythmic 
ebb  and  flow  of  life  so  poorly  quantified  by 


our  methods  and  measurements.  There  is  no 
listening  for  the  gentle  withdrawal  of  the 
once  powerful  wave,  leaving  in  its  wake  a life 
of  troubles  and  triumphs,  sinners  and  saints, 
all  tumbled  and  worn. 

Sometimes  the  very  sick  can  sense  the 
poetry  of  their  own  existence.  With  a 
stunning  simplicity,  they  breathe  life  into  the 
world  with  their  passing.  As  they  hear  the 
echo  of  a distant  ocean,  their  message  is 
simple.  Live  until  you  die.  Forgive.  Love.  Live. 

And  so  as  the  waves  crash  and  disappear 
around  and  through  me,  I feel  exhilarated  to 
be  alive.  To  know.  To  feel.  Maybe  somewhere 
there  is  an  existence  with  one  eternal  wave, 
frozen  in  time  and  space.  But  I don’t  think  I 
could  breathe  there. 

— Angela  M.  Sarno 


The  Flowers  in  the  Vase 

The  flowers  in  the  vase 
are  straw.  Rain  taps  the  glass; 
time  declines  to  curl. 

— Robert  N.  Georgalas 
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Brave  Little  One 

(Sand  Creek  Massacre,  November  27,  1864) 

I hid  among  the  tall  grass 
quiet,  stiff  and  still 
1 still  can  hear  the  soldier’s  voices 
canons  thunder  against  the  hill. 

It  started  with  a scream 
from  my  mother’s  face 
It  ended  with  my  mother’s  death 
me,  hiding  in  this  place. 

The  scent  of  smoke  still  lingers 
the  air  is  stark  and  cold 
I still  can  hear  the  thunder  of 
the  Beasts  of  War  they  rode. 

I dare  not,  to  make  a sound 
my  little  body’s  cold 
If  only  I could  make  a break 
Great  Spirit  make  me  bold. 

That  moment  from  a soldier’s  view 
in  the  corner  of  his  eye 
His  rifle  raised,  his  aim  was  true 
he  raised  his  weapon  high. 

“I  got  the  Bastard,”  he  proudly  boasts 
to  buddies  by  his  side 
“I  hit  him  somewhere  in  the  head, 
or  maybe  in  the  eye.” 


I felt  the  flow  of  blood 
as  it  ran  down  upon  my  face 
I never  had  a chance  to  run 
to  escape  this  time  and  place. 

I knew  my  life  was  over 
as  I traveled  to  this  land. 

A place  where  mother’s  waiting, 
she  took  me  by  the  hand. 

Her  face  was  full  of  peace  and  love 
her  glow  was  “oh”  so  bright, 

“The  Great  Spirit  has  brought  you  here  my  son 
and  in  my  arms  so  tight.” 

“Do  not  cry  for  death  is  sweet 
my  son  you  were  so  bold 
Our  spirit  will  live  forever  in  those 
who  travel this  Red  Road.” 

— Robert  L.  Houle 
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“Suspicious” 


the  doctor  says, 

“Could  be  nothing, 
but  there’s  a possibility...” 

The  Big  C?  Not  I. 

I pray 

over  breakfast  cereal, 

under  a sickle  moon  at  midnight. 

Never  prayed  this  much. 

God  might  not  love  a hypocrite. 

I walk  the  dog 
beside  the  river. 

Never  noticed  that  fallen  tree 

or  the  duck  that  limps  behind  the  others. 

Down  a side  street  an  old  man  yells, 

“Don’t  let  your  dog  piss  on  my  grass!” 
“Life’s  too  short  to...”  I begin, 

He  slams  his  door. 

I apologize 

to  tailgaters  I blocked, 

dawdlers  whose  shopping  carts  I rammed, 

those  I cut  down  with  my  words. 


Untitled 


“Possibilities”  swarm  in  my  mind. 
In  the  end  I’ll  probably  die 
from  over-scheduling: 
haircut,  manicure,  books  to  buy 
before  the  hospital, 
letters  to  write,  bills  to  pay, 
and  all  those  poems  to  send  out, 
to  give  me  immortality. 


Love  is  a catalyst, 
when  it’s  in  your  heart 
it  opens  your  eyes. 
Love  is  a catalyst, 
when  it’s  gone 
you  become 
a little  less 
sound  of 
mind. 


— Constance  Vogel 


— Greg  Brace 
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Grounded  by  the  Storm 

— Dee  Sattler 
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Practical  Advice  for  Young  Female  Poets: 
An  Image  Defined* 


Force  dark  imagination  and  soul  to  battle 
in  a game  of  tug-of-war. 

Gamble  with  life  and  point  at  death 
with  a smirk. 

Black  joe: 

internal  rhythm  snaps  and  awakens. 

Drain  pain  from  others  and  filter  it 
through  the  tip  of  a Bic  and 
a stained  napkin. 

Construct  unpredictable  lines. 

Yell  them. 

Hold  tongue  when  questioned. 
Communicate  and  glare  with  squinty  eyes. 

Build  intuition  upon  itself. 

Sail  above  standardized  worlds  with 
black  and  white  photograph 
in  hand. 

Hide  in  the  lofty  shadows  of  day 
and  revive  yourself 
the  moment 
they  surrender. 

Lie  about  innocence. 

— Sarah  Tasic 


inspired  by  Beau  Blue’s 

“Practical  Advice  for  Young  Male  Poets.  ” 


The  Next  Smile 

Just  like  a shoe 

Lost  under  a bed 

And  needing  to  be  recovered, 

It’s  always  there 
Right  under  a nose, 

Just  waiting  to  be  discovered. 

— Carole  Ann  Spinelli 
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Blasphemous  Rex 


John  Updike  shoots  up. 

Ezra  Pound  snorted  by  the  pound. 

Joyce  Carol  Oates  eats  like  a horse. 

Ernest  Hemingway’s  diet  lacked  lead. 

William  Shakespeare  dipped  his  quill  in  harlot  ink. 

Edgar  Allan  Poe  sober  was  George  Will. 

The  Bronte  sisters  tag  team  mud  wrestled. 

Henry  David  Thoreau  molested  beavers. 

T.S.  Eliot  spelled  backwards,  without  the  S,  is  toilet. 

Stephen  King  inhales  pure  Maine  oxygen. 

William  Carlos  Williams  snuck  painkillers:  Everything  depends 

on  the  little 
red  pills 
shining 
on  the  table 
near  my 
cracked 
reading  glasses 

Mark  Twain  skinny-dipped  in  raw  sewage. 

F.  Scott  Fitzgerald  sucked  down  gasoline  martinis. 

e.e.  cummings  fried  ‘shrooms. 

Alien  Ginsberg’s  death  was  God  exchanging  for  a cleaner  needle. 

Gertrude  Stein  was  Gertrude  Stein  was  Gertrude  Stein  was  Gertrude  Stein. 

Studs  Terkel  still  sucks  socialist  thumb.  (Say  3 times  fast!) 

Sylvia  Plath  knew  one  decent  oven  recipe. 

Notre  Dame  grads  wrote  the  Four  Gospels. 

— Richard  Oberbruner 
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Untitled 

— Randall  Heinz 
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The  Hurricane  Hunters 


No  fresh  hoofprints  circle 
the  last  cattle  cistern;  they’re  all  headed 
for  the  scrublands  of  badgers  and  bobcats. 
Ole  Hurricane,  that  wily  mustang, 
must’ve  guessed  — ain’t  no  space  to  spare 
when  ranchers  rile  up  and  load  up. 

Hate  rides  saddles  bristling 
with  Winchesters  and  double-barrels 
ready  to  make  their  point:  Green  plains 
and  water  are  for  cows,  not  to  share 
with  what  oughta  be  in  dog  food  cans. 

You  hear  me,  Hurricane? 

I’ll  find  you,  I’m  ridin’  your  own  kind. 

Bane  of  us  all,  I know  it  was  you 
an’  your  mares 

that  balded  my  best  grassland.  You 

an’  the  always-trailing  herds  of  hunger 

you  prob’ly  sired  half  of.  Black 

to  the  bone,  scarred  from  years 

of  bein’  sheik,  I’ve  seen  you  fight 

for  your  harem,  seen  you  beat  out  rivals 

with  a bulgy-eyed  stare,  a flip  of  ravelly  mane. 


I’ve  seen  you  bare  your  teeth,  shake 
your  head  and  whicker  an  equine  dare 
that  says  no  man  can  ride  you,  no  rope 
can  keep  you  an’  I believe  you.  But  now 
you  got  nine  cowmen  after  your  hide, 
and  me,  I’ve  got  an  hour’s  head  start. 

Yeah,  I see  you  yonder,  Hurricane.  Hurricane 
of  the  high  plains,  thirteen  mares  rich. 

My  thunder  is  loud  an’  my  aim  is  good. 

That’s  right,  swear  at  ‘em,  nip  their  rumps 
an’  move  ‘em  out.  Run  ‘em  all  day,  run  ‘em  fast. 

I want  you  out  there,  wild-shiny  like  obsidian 
with  hooves  as  sharp,  arrogant  as  the  whine 
of  that  last  ricochet  off  the  rocks.  I want  you 
to  hang  on  somewhere,  Hurricane.  While  maybe 
my  uncertain  kind  learns  better  how  to  weigh 
the  balance  of  life  and  life. 

— Glenna  Holloway 
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The  Spoon 


Unlike  the  knife 
with  its  cutting  edge 
she  stirs  ingredients  together 
mingling  their  flavors 

She’s  a toy  in  the  baby’s  hand 
beating  a paean  of  joy 

A tool  for  stirring  the  pot 

to  prevent  sticking  or  burning 

The  medium  of  delivery 

of  a saving  potion  or  savory  soup 

A marvel  of  shape 

to  scrape  a pan  clean 

and  waste  not  a morsel 

Smooth  to  the  lips 

Common 

Everyday 

Indispensable 

She  graces  the  table  of  life 

— Serena  Niensted 


Anxiety 

Mewls  at  your  mind  at  night, 
sidles  in  your  cracked  door, 
tosses  you  this  way  and  that 
like  a mouse  it’s  trapped. 
When  you  come  apart, 
it  takes  over  your  chair. 

You  want  to  give  in. 

Don’t  you  have  a right 
to  feel  a little  anxiety? 

But  the  more  it  eats  at  you 
the  more  it  grows. 

Have  you  ever  tried 
to  get  a cat  out  of  a chair? 

— Constance  Vogel 
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Gypsies 

( From  Rajasthan  in  Northern  India) 

They  are  gypsies 
Colorful,  bright  and  tough 
Like  blossoms  in  the  desert. 

The  entire  earth  is  tied  to  their  feet 
Like  an  anklet 

And  they,  like  their  living  folklore, 
Never  stay  in  one  place. 

On  the  sleeves  of  winding  roads 
Under  barren  skies 
They  sound  like  their  empty  vessels 
On  silent  nights. 

They  bring  shrubs 
Leaves  of  palms  and  dates 
To  make  a roof 
For  hot  summer  days. 

They  cast  statues 
And  sell  them 
On  bustling  streets  of  cities 
In  towns  and  villages. 

They  come  and  go 
They  will  go  back  again 
Leaving  the  smell  of  millet 
In  the  ashes  of  their  hearths 

And  the  melody  of  their  songs 
Lingering  in  the  winds. 

They  are  gypsies 
Bright,  crisp  and  colorful 
Like  blossoms  in  the  desert. 

— Kalpana  Chitnis 


Two  Daughters  at  Her  Grave 

Mother’s  philosophy  always 
sounded  like  something  she  pulled 
out  of  a fortune  cookie, 
bitten  into  by  mistake,  damp. 

Between  cliches, 

she  tried  to  nail  non-sequiturs 

and  stop-and-go  credos 

to  the  floorboards  our  minds. 

She  startled  us  once,  and  herself, 
like  breaking  off  a long  thumbnail. 

I know  it  shook  her.  Maybe  it  hurt. 

The  thing  is 

she  never  would  repeat  it. 

And  neither  you  nor  I 
caught  what  it  was  she  said. 

— Glenna  Holloway 
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Emotion  in  the  Shadows 


Dee  Sattler 


A Game  of  Hackysack 


Long  wire  legs 
bending  and  winding 
in  all  directions. 

Feet  bent  and  curled 
in  sneakers  and  sandals. 
Straining  muscles; 
stretching  tendons. 

Ankles  circling 
to  crib  the  ball. 
Kaleidoscope  of  colors. 
Wrinkled  khakis; 
faded  denim. 

Flailing  arms  avoiding 
the  bouncing  bail 
off  concave  chests. 

Rolling  off  the  heel 
into  the  air. 

Leaping  and  jumping, 
flying  from  one  player 
to  another. 

Wild  chaos; 
ethereal  beauty. 

Bursting  energy; 
breath-taking  stillness. 

A one  man  show  — 
inside  and  outside 
the  ball  glides 
around  calves  and  thighs 
by  an  enigmatic 
magnetic  force. 

Slipping  off  a pointed  foot 

into  the  air 

up. ..up. ..up... 

escaping  through  the  air. 

Thud! 

Pavement. 

Alone  and  still. 

— Brooke  Dennis 


Muscles  in  a Skin 

Muscles  in  a skin 
of  marble:  immortality 
shy  the  joys  of  blood. 

— Robert  N.  Georgalas 


Watching  Charles  Vickery  Paint  the  Christian  Radich 


“Charles  Vickery  is  America’s  foremost  marine  artist.  ” Chicago  Tribune 

First  a lightning  sketch  of  the  vessel’s  outline 
Smeared  on  canvas  (minus  its  own  great  sheeting) 

Bare  and  white,  the  tooth  of  the  surface  waiting, 

Woven  threads  athirst  for  the  promised  ocean. 

Square-rigged  sails  appear  on  the  masts;  they  billow. 

Ships  like  this  reach  tall  in  their  quest  for  breezes. 

Clouds  collect,  exciting  the  sky,  the  sailors. 

Many  recognize  the  potential  weather. 

Blues  and  grays  predominate  north’s  horizon. 

Next  the  water  covers  the  foreground  deeply. 

Light  and  shadows  hurry  to  take  their  stations 
Fore  and  aft.  The  captain  completes  the  picture. 

Restless  noisy  sea,  its  devisive  rhythms 
Twisting  out  of  synchrony,  yawing,  ceaseless. 

Hear  the  combers  drowning  the  artist’s  brushes, 

Leading  us  from  shore  in  a wake  of  colors. 

All  on  watch  have  now  gone  aboard  the  Radich: 

Painter’s  whim  no  more  but  a clipper  straining 
Every  beam,  her  bowsprit  aimed  high  then  dipping 
Down  to  taste  the  spume  in  the  troughs  before  her. 

Hull  a rocking  coulter,  determined,  thrumming, 

Riding  bias  walls  with  their  breaking  turrets, 

Blue  and  green  and  aquamarine  with  foam-fringe 
Washing  her,  and  hands  at  the  rails  with  salt-sting. 

Stowaways,  we  cling  to  adventure’s  rigging: 

Through  the  hour  vicarious  voyagers  linger, 

Hear  the  creaking  bulkheads  and  wind-strummed  ratlines, 

Smell  the  tar,  the  sweat  of  a proud  tradition. 

Putting  down  his  palette  and  smiling  slightly, 

Charles  begins  to  cap  all  his  tubes  of  pigment, 

Signs  the  work,  surrenders  it  up  for  auction. 

Losers  watch  it  heave  out  of  sight  — a memory. 

Mr.  Vickery  died  in  September,  1998 
— Glenna  Holloway 
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Far  Away  Lands 


The  warm  and  play-filled  days 
have  flown  to 
far  away  lands. 

The  souvenirs  of  each  held  dear. 
Trinkets  wrapped  in  wonder 
To  be  stored  for  the  hard,  cold,  days  ahead, 
When  challenges  may  seem  mundane, 
The  waiting  tied  to  various  schedules, 
Where  patience  wears  thin, 

And  laughter  may  not  come  so  easily. 
Need  purpose? 

Unwrap  creativity 
and  look  deeply  into  its  face. 
Recalling  the  richness  of  the  days 
which  have  flown  to 
far  away  lands. 

Then, 

take  my  hand, 
and  we  will  go  to  visit, 
for  a little  while. 

— Shelly  Zabielski 
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D.P.  (displaced  person) 

Viewing  the  world  through  boxcar  slats  steaming  screaming  toward  unknown  place 
privacy  erased  the  past  a trace  of  sooty  grime  on  forlorn  face  captives  hoarded  on  board 
powerous  big  people  over  people  too  little  to  the  D.P.  camp  dark  damp  alone  in  this 
crowd  hold  on  tight  to  the  children’s  hands  don’t  loose  the  tether  that  holds  the  family 
together  endless  barracks  stretch  wires  surround  catch  surreal  sounds  squabble  scramble 
for  a bed  a blanket  a bowl  from  the  communal  soup  pot  the  communal  work  pool 
flashbacks  in  dead  of  night  Nazi  war  crimes  husband  conscripted  farm  confiscated 
memory  baited  in  the  dead  of  night  four  years  pass  behind  the  fence  forest  dense  until 
liberation  freedom  deliberation  sprung  hold  your  papers  with  the  stamp  move  up  the 
ramp  to  uniform  and  shiny  badge  where  do  you  want  to  go  lady  you  with  the  three  kids 
and  the  granny  in  tow  speak  up  no  English  why  do  you  want  to  go  to  America  do  you 
know  anyone  there  how  do  you  dare  as  a woman  with  no  man  go  back  to  Poland  go  back 
damn  the  little  mother  made  a stand  saying  four  words  of  great  worth  “I-go-to-America.” 

— Patricia  L.  Karwatowicz 
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The  Window  of  Time 

— Robert  N.  Georgalas 


Bad  Hair  Day 


ORANGE!  Her  hair  was  ORANGE!  Like 
George  Costanza’s  mother  on  the 
Seinfeld  Show.  Like  a toned  down 
version  of  Bozo  without  the  pointy  antennae. 
She  hadn’t  meant  it  to  be  that  way.  Prior 
to  this  fiasco  she  had  soft,  gray  hair,  very 
becoming  and  fitting  to  her  age.  It  was  a shade 
of  gray  that  was  appreciated  and  valued 
by  her  husband  as  they  both  entered  their 
senior  years. 

She  bought  the  hair-coloring  product  with 
much  care.  She  even  called  the  company 
representative  using  the  800  number  on 
the  package. 

“Can  I use  it  if  I am  more  than  thirty-five 
percent  gray?” 

She  was  always  careful  and  prudent.  It  was 
her  nature. 

The  representative  said  it  would  be  okay. 
However,  instead  of  the  subtle  blonde  shade 
that  the  carefully  coifed  model  displayed  on 
the  box,  her  newly  created  ORANGE  hair 
shouted  and  screamed  for  attention  like  a four 
alarm  fire. 

She  found  it  funny.  She  laughed  almost 
uncontrollably  when  she  stepped  out  of  the 
bathroom  after  viewing  the  results  in  the 
three-sided  mirror.  The  coloring  was  variable 
as  to  tonal  quality  but  the  most  dramatic 
effect  was  seen  from  the  front;  Head  on  — as 
said  about  the  most  terrible  of  car  crashes. 

Had  it  happened  to  him  her  husband  would 
have  been  mortified  and  angry.  It  would  have 
been  a serious  blow  to  his  already  skin-thin 
ego.  But,  it  was  her  sense  of  humor  that  had 
endeared  her  to  her  mate.  She  could  laugh  in 
the  face  of  disaster.  Where  others  saw  despair, 


she  found  comedy  and  she  could  laugh  at 
herself  in  these  ridiculous  situations.  She  was 
a wonder. 

Her  husband  didn’t  want  to  admit  how  her 
new  and  bizarre  hairdo  affected  him  when 
they  joined  their  friends  they  hadn’t  seen  in 
months.  Her  total  lack  of  self  consciousness 
allowed  her  full  freedom  of  action  that  would 
have  affected  him  much  differently.  He  might 
have  been  as  embarrassed  as  when  he 
received  a bad  haircut  and  resorted  to 
wearing  a cap  both  indoors  and  out.  She 
didn’t  even  bother  to  explain  to  their  friends, 
perhaps  realizing  that  all  women,  at  one  time 
or  another,  shared  a bad  hair  day. 

Afterward,  she  mentioned  to  her  husband 
that  the  color  will  eventually  fade  as  she 
shampooed. 

“But,”  she  said,  “This  brand  is  a long-lasting 
variety  that  takes  up  to  twenty-four 
shampoos  to  rinse  out  completely.” 

If  you  are  interested  in  seeing  this  effect,  so 
very  appropriate  for  the  Fourth  of  July,  with 
the  wife’s  dazzling  orangish-red  hair,  creamy 
white  skin  and  wearing  a royal  blue  dress, 
watch  for  a distinctive,  older  couple  at  your 
local  restaurant.  The  woman  has  a slight  glow 
over  her  head  due  to  the  stark  display  of 
color  dynamics  that  cannot  be  easily  ignored. 
The  husband  sports  the  blush  of  embarrass- 
ment which  creates  a glow  of  his  own. 

For  shame  on  the  husband.  Shame! 

Shame!  Shame!  He  has  not  yet  learned  the  art 
of  glorified  self  confidence  and  the  cathartic 
effect  of  not  taking  oneself  too  seriously. 

Perhaps,  with  a little  more  time,  he  may. 

— Robert  L.  Gockman 
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Grey  of  the  Ground 


No,  it’s  not  fear 
Grey  on  the  ground. 

Only  a shadow  behind  me, 

At  my  side,  all  around; 

It’s  weariness 
Ignorance 
Blindness  in  me. 

I need  no  needle  and  thread 
To  bind  so  faithfully. 

It  knows  where  I’m  led 

A mocking  facsimile 

I’ve  come  to  ignore 

For  I cannot  unchain  the  free. 

I wait  in  the  shade 
For  the  sun  to  go  down 
Melting  shadows  to  one 
I let  it  go,  without  a sound. 

There’s  something  I should  have  done 
But  now  I walk  alone 
Or  so, 

Until  tomorrow’s  sun. 

— Heather  Gilbert 


Moon  for  Sale 

A mystical  night. 

A pandering  Galileo 
peddled  peeks  at  the  moon 
singing  out,  “Fifty  cents 
for  five  minutes.” 

The  moon  posed  prettily 
showing  its  best  side; 

A silvery  orb 
poised  in  space 
by  a Superb  Juggler. 

An  earthbound  puddle 
captured  the  moon 
until  a playful  child 
shattered  it  into 
a thousand  crystal  wavelets. 

Patiently,  the  moon 

recaptured  its  many  pieces 

and  returned  them 

to  a unified  whole 

to  float  again 

on  a windless  surface. 

— Robert  L.  Gockman 


Untitled 


The  stranger  wore  a trench  coat  the 
color  of  shadows,  the  color  of  the 
dark  of  the  mind  during  sleep.  Thus 
attired,  he  needed  no  great  stealth  to  slip  in 
unnoticed  between  the  buildings  and  into 
the  court  of  the  apartment  complex. 

In  truth,  no  one  would  have  noticed  him 
anyway.  He  bore  no  resemblance  to  the 
cover  of  GQ.  His  hair  was  not  sculpted  with 
mousse;  it  was  closely  cropped  all  over  his 
head.  None  of  the  items  of  clothing  that  he 
wore,  spanning  the  color  spectrum  from 
dingy  white  to  dusty  grey,  could  have  cost 
over  $100.00.  Clearly,  he  was  a stranger 
below  notice  here  at  Melrose  Place. 

The  man  lifted  his  head,  revealing  a long 
scar  running  from  the  corner  of  his  eye  to 
the  back  of  his  neck.  He  lit  a cigarette  and 
smoked  it  with  a mechanical  familiarity 
that  was  neither  relaxed  nor  tense  as  he 
leaned  against  a wall  and  watched  the 
apparitions  come  out.  Legions  of  perfect, 
proud,  plastic  people  issued  forth  from 
the  many  apartment  doors,  squabbling  in 
perpetual  jealous  paranoia  and  making 
absurdly  dramatic  declarations.  They  aren’t 
real , the  stranger  thought,  so  this  won ’t  hurt 
a bit. 

He  produced  an  automatic  weapon  from 
the  folds  of  his  coat  and  did  what  he  came 
to  do. 

When  he  was  done,  the  walls  and 
pavement  were  splattered.  They  were 
splattered  with  Nutragena  and  Oil  of  Olay 
and  Calvin  Klein’s  Obsession  (for  men  and 
for  women),  and  Prell  and  Maybelline.  Fresh 
from  their  veins,  it  made  the  sidewalk  silky 


smooth  and  the  apartment  walls  irresistible 
as  it  soaked  in. 

Of  course,  the  stranger  knew  that  deep 
in  the  underground  labs  of  the  TV 
scientists,  more  such  creatures  were  being 
assembled.  However,  he  didn’t  let  this  mar 
his  satisfaction  as  he  slid  back  into  the 
shadows,  knowing  that  this  one  Monday 
night,  he  had  been  avenged. 

— Brian  Currie 

Editor’s  note:  Due  to  spatial  limitations,  only 
part  one  of  this  three-part  story  was  used. 


Night  Blinds  Us  to  A 

Night  blinds  us  to  a 

sun  that  spends  its  promise 

in  a far  latitude. 

— Robert  N.  Georgalas 
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Untitled 

— Kelly  White 
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In  the  Glow  of  the  Night 


We  sit  at  a restaurant  table  on  the 
patio  overlooking  the  moonlit 
beach.  I enjoy  my  scotch  and 
soda,  and  Ella’s  dark  eyes.  She’s  the  kind 
of  woman  I have  a weakness  for,  needy, 
complicated,  some  twenty  years  younger 
than  I am.  I met  her  two  weeks  ago,  sunning 
on  the  beach  in  the  middle  of  the  afternoon. 
“We  should  go  for  a swim,”  she  says. 

“No,”  I say.  “It’s  too  late.” 

“A  swim  would  do  you  good.” 

“The  water  will  be  too  cold.” 

“It’s  at  least  as  warm  the  air,”  she  says. 
“Seventy  degrees  is  plenty  warm  for 
swimming.” 

“We’ll  go  in  the  morning.” 

“The  water  will  be  cooler  then.” 

“I’m  too  tired,”  I say. 

She  smiles  and  I catch  the  gleam  in  her 
eye.  Ella  has  a wonderful  way  of  smoothing 
things  over  with  that  look.  I pick  up  my 
scotch  and  drink  the  rest,  then  watch  the 
moonlight  glint  off  the  tops  of  the  waves. 
The  moon  is  not  much  tonight,  I think,  a 
little  less  than  half-full. 

I turn  around  and  wave  through  the  glass 
window  at  the  waiter  inside  the  bar.  He 
comes  outside  carrying  a tray  and  his  order 
pad. 

“Would  you  like  another,  sir?” 

“Yes.” 

“And  you,  Miss?” 

“No,  thank  you,  I’m  fine.” 

He  takes  the  empty  glasses  and  goes 
inside  to  get  my  drink. 


“I  found  a pair  of  shoes  at  the  market 
yesterday,”  Ella  says. 

She  has  told  me  this  before,  but  I play 
along. 

“Are  they  nice?”  I ask. 

“Yes,  they’re  very  nice,”  she  says.  “I  wish  I 
had  more  money.” 

“I’m  sure  the  economy  will  improve 
soon.” 


The  scotch  in  my  drink 
is  like  the  moon. 
Not  quite  half-full 


“That  could  take  months,”  Ella  says.  “I’m 
sure  someone  will  buy  the  shoes  before 
then.  No  one  with  any  money  would  pass 
them  up.” 

“Maybe  it  won’t  take  so  long  for  things  to 
get  better,”  I say. 

“‘One  of  a kind,’  the  dealer  said.  Fine 
imported  leather,  black,  with  a fancy  design 
along  the  ankle.  The  dealer  told  me  it  took 
him  a week  to  make  them.” 

“He’s  a good  salesman.” 

“It’s  hard  to  find  good  shoes,”  Ella  says. 

I take  out  my  wallet  and  give  her  fifty 
dollars.  She  takes  it  and  puts  it  in  her 
purse.  I have  my  ways  of  smoothing  things 
over  too. 

The  waiter  finally  comes  with  my  drink. 
He  lays  it  on  the  table  and  leaves  a fresh 
napkin. 


CONTINUE  ON  PAGE  33 
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In  the  Glow  of  the  Night 


“Are  you  sure  you  wouldn’t  like  another 
margarita,  Miss?” 

“No,  I’m  fine.” 

He  goes  back  inside. 

“You  are  too  kind,”  Ella  says. 

I wave  my  arm.  “You  deserve  a new  pair 
of  shoes.” 

The  scotch  in  my  drink  is  like  the  moon. 
Not  quite  half-full.  I watch  a pair  of  boys 
come  down  the  beach  and  start  to  dig  for 
crabs  in  the  sand.  They  have  a big  bucket 
and  two  short  shovels.  After  a little  digging 
they  find  a crab  and  toss  it  in  the  bucket. 
One  of  them  says  something  and  they  both 
laugh. 

“We  will  swim  in  the  morning,  then,”  Ella 
says. 

“Yes,”  I say.  “It’ll  be  nice.” 

I finish  my  drink,  and  leave  some  money 
on  the  table  for  the  drinks  and  a tip.  We 
walk  out  onto  the  beach  barefoot,  carrying 
our  shoes.  Up  close,  one  of  the  boys  looks 
older  than  the  other.  Maybe,  they  are 
brothers,  but  maybe  not.  From  a distance  a 
woman  shouts  something  I can’t  make  out. 
The  boys  grab  their  bucket  and  shovels  and 
scamper  down  the  beach  into  darkness. 
Hand  in  hand,  we  walk  along  the  seashore 
in  the  glow  of  the  night. 

— Paul  Lydon 


Love:  A Composer 

Love:  a composer 
wont  to  spy  an  opera 
curtained  in  the  heart. 


— Robert  N.  Georgalas 


Old  on  New 


You  came  wondering  into  my  second-hand  shop 
sleek-limbed  raisin-skinned  saucy  bright  braids  tight 
smooth  glinting  golden  eyes  eyeing  the  used  stuff 
in  the  used  shed. 

Everything  used  but  you. 

Teetering  on  balance  woman-child 
spicy  alert  desirous  of  touching  trinkets 
previously-owned. 

A torn  and  worn  t-shirt  a frumpy  skirt  scorned 
On  you  they  would  be  classy  lassie. 

“Can  I use  your  mirror,  Ma’am?” 

You  don’t  need  it  sassy  lassie. 

Everything  on  you  is  new. 

— Patricia  L.  Karwatowicz 


Naked,  She  Irons 

Naked,  she  irons 

my  clothes,  steaming  the  wrinkles 
to  save  me  from  shame. 

— Robert  N.  Georgalas 
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Untitled 

— Jeff  Ropars 
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Over  200,000  book,  music,  and  video  titles 


A wide  selection  of  titles  on  many  subjects 

Over  2000  magazine  and  newspaper  titles 
from  across  the  country  and  around  the  world 


100  listening  stations  to  check  out 
music  before  you  purchase 


Cafes  serving  coffee  drinks,  pastries,  desserts, 
and  light  breakfast  & lunch  fare 

A comfortable  browsing  environment 


Live  music  on  Friday  evenings 
(enjoy  a coffee  or  soft  drink  in  our 
smoke-free  cafes  while  you  listen!) 

Children's  Storytimes,  special  events, 
and  costumed  character  visits 

Book  and  video  discussion  groups 


Over  30  book,  music,  and  video  events 
scheduled  each  month  - 
stop  in  and  pick  up  our  newsletter! 
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Wheaton,  Illinois 
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1660  S.  Randall  Rd. 

Oakbrook,  Illinois 
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(630)  262-8747 

336  S.  Rte.  59 
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